66                          PRINCE BULOW

I had myself heard from the lips of the Italian Ambassador
in Vienna, Count Nigra, that everything that had reached the
French Press concerning the betrayal of military secrets by
Captain Dreyfus to the Italian military attaches was mere
moonshine, and one day I discussed the point with the
German Counsellor of Legation during a walk on the
Hoffb&eg. The conversation was not inter powla but it was
inter uvasy for as we strolled we were both eating a bunch of
grapes, certainly from the vineyards of Italy, which we had
bought outside the HStel Panhans.

To my question: " Do you think Dreyfus guilty ? " the
Prince replied laconically : " He's as guilty as you or L"

I: " But he may have let something out inadvertently/'

THE PRINCE :   " He hasn't even committed an  indis-

cretion,"

I: " Perhaps an indiscretion against Russia ? "
THE PRINCE :   " No, not against Russia.    Dreyfus is
completely innocent.   He's the scapegoat sent out into the
wilderness to expiate the crimes and dirty actions of a whole
gang. . . . Dreyfus is no more guilty than you or I."
One September day in 1898 the news reached Scmmering
that the Empress Elisabeth had been murdered.   In the cool
of the evening I walked on the terrace of the Hdtel Pan/Jans
with Billow and the ladies.    The cruel sorrow that had
befallen the venerable Emperor was discussed with great
sympathy,   Bulow remarked that exalted station was no
assurance against the blows of fate or against the sorrows
that befall mankind.   The Emperor Francis Joseph, now
hardened against the worst, had had to mourn a brother
executed in a distant land, his wife also murdered abroad, and,
worst of all, his son who had obviously taken his own life,
Frau von Billow asked me whether I knew anything trust-
worthy about the death of the Crown Prince,  I replied that I
could give no such information and I gave this same reply in
answer to an enquiry from the Italian Ambassador, Count
Nigra. I was unable to say anything further than that an uncle
of the Crown Prince's mistress, Herr Hector Baltazzi, had
assured me once when I was spending a summer in Kalten-
leutgeben that the Crown Prince had first murdered his
mistress and then committed suicide, I now think I am tight
in assuming that the Billows may have been trying to test me,